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Wincing, frowning, admiring, we came at last to the outer
edge of this obstruction-I don't see now how we got through
it; looked back not even once at medieval Buonconvento
but crossed the little Ombrone with a bump and a bounce
and fled along the valley. ... At least we fled for a time-'
then mountains drew near. All the while they had been
rearing up beside us, high and rough and thrilling; now they
tilted sociably toward us, and Nicolette heaved a si^h and said
"I'm rather tired this morning!" She would run alon^ a little
way, then suddenly "go limp in our arms," as novelists say of
a fainting damsel.                                                          }